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Christian Madsen A Dane in the "Wild West"
by SYBILDUUS NEEDHAM
I never tire of hearing stories about Danish immigrants
coming to America in the 1800' s. Their courage fills me with
admiration because few of them would ever see their homeland
or families again. My own great-grandparents Jens and Kristine
Bagge arrived in June of 1863. Kristine died a few years later
leaving five small children behind. We know she was lonely
for Denmark.
Many immigrants sought solace in their churches in
small Danish/ American communities like Askov, Ringsted and
Kronberg. I can never sing 0stergaard' s song, "In Far Dista;nt
Northland", without thinking of how much the old Danish
church meant to them.
There were, however, other Danes who came to America
who had completely different experiences from pioneer farmers
and Danish preachers. One was a young man named Christian
Madsen who had been left "a man without a country" after his
home town of Overs0, near Flensborg, became part of Germany
after the War of 1864. He became a part of the "Wild West"
because of his prowess with a gun in the tradition of lawmen
like Bat Masterson, Bill Tighlman and Jeff Milton. His adventures in America are the stuff of which legends are made.
Glenn Shirley, an Oklahoma author, wrote a book called
Guardian of the Law about the famous lawman Bill Tighlman.
He mentions two other lawmen named Heck Thomas and a
Dane named Chris Madsen who were known as "The Three
Guardsmen". Their exploits in pursuing the Dalton and Doolin
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gangs are legendary.
Shirley described Chris Madsen as "A short, barrel-chested Dane with exceptionally large hands, keen eye-sight, an
uncanny alacrity with firearms, an unruffled temperament and
an accent as thick as cheesecake."
Bill Tiglhman said of him, "He was thoroughly familiar
with government red tape and, in a way, cosmopolitan." Chris
came from a family with a long military tradition. That, plus
Danish formality, would be readily apparent in the rough days
of the American frontier.
Chris was born in Overs0, Denmark, on Feb. 25, 1851.
His father's name was Mads Christiansen and, naturally, in
following Danish naming customs, he became Christian
Madsen. Mads was a non-commissioned officer in the Danish
Army and had fought in the War of 1850 with Germany which
Denmark won.
After the war, Mads married a widow who already had
four grown children. Chris was the only child of the union. His
half-siblings were 14 to 20 years older than he so they were
never close.
During peace time, Mads was the Post Master in Overs0.
Young Christian was fond of his father and helped him deliver
the mail. He earned tips by delivering special delivery letters.
By 1863, sabers were rattling again because Germany and
Prussia wanted Denmark's Schlesvig/Holstein to dig a canal
across the peninsula to Kiel so they'd have an easier and more
accessible seaport from the North Sea. They invaded Denmark
and war broke out. Mads was called back into the service and,
because he was afraid that 12-year old Christian would get into
trouble, he took him along to the war. (This seems to be an error
in logical reasoning.)
Mads had a desk job at the military telegraph office and
soon Chris became a messenger boy. He was given a uniform
with a small sword about the size of a butcher knife. "go after
those Germans!" the soldiers said. As he delivered telegrams to
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the front, he came under fire everyday. (Keep him out of trouble,
indeed! What would his Mother have said? Two of her older
sons were also soldiers so she had plenty to worry about.)
As you may know, this War of 1864 climaxed at the Battle
of Dybb0l M0lle on Flensborg Fjord near the town of
S0nderborg. The Danes had dug in on the mainland near the old
mill in a deep network of bunkers and trenches. across the bay
was the double-towered Broager Kirke where German generals
sat in the tower and watched the battle through binoculars. 7,500
Danish soldiers were attacked by rockets and 75,000 Germans.
All this time, little Chris was running around the battlefield
delivering messages and trying to keep out of trouble.
The Danish troops were eventually ordered to flee to the
island of Als across a pontoon bridge which had been erected.
An officer told Chris to run to the bridge. as he was running to
safety, Chris saw a familiar form lying near the road. He turned
the dead officer over and saw that is was his half-brother Nels.
Soldiers helped the shocked youth over the bridge and then
destroyed it after the last soldiers crossed.
On Als, Chris looked all over for his father and he finally found him in a tent hospital suffering from minor wounds. He
later said that he became a man that terrible day.
After the bridge was destroyed, the Germans launched
boats intending to invade Als. Just then a Danish Man-0-War, a
monitor style ship, came around the island and blew the
Germans out of the water.
After a two-month Armistice, when both sides were supposed to remain status quo, one minute after midnight, the
Germans, who had secretly been bringing in reinforcements,
launched an all out attack on Als using 1000boats holding twenty men each and quickly defeated the Danes who were forced to
retreat to the island of Fyn. The Peace of Vienna in 1864, ceded
Schlesvig/Holstein to Germany.
As happened to so many Danes, this changed the course
of Chris's Life. His home was now in Germnay and he automat-
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ically became a German citizen. He was not quite 14 years old, a
3-year war veteran and fought constantly with the German
neighbor boys.
Although Chris wasn't old enough, his father and a
Danish general he had worked for, requested special permission
for him to attend a military school in Copenhagen where he
could study for his exam. He was accepted and graduated at 17,
made a corporal in the Danish Cavalry and drilled at a military
riding school. He had fine penmanship so he often wrote many
official documents. This is probably where he first began to deal
with the tangles of government red tape.
Because Denmark was allied with France at the time,
many ambitious young Danish soldiers, eager to make rank,
were sent to France to learn military maneuvers. Chris, also
asked for French duty and soon found himself on a ship bound
for Algiers as a member of the French Foreign Legion. He was
seasick all the way.
As the new regiment marched off the ship and wended
through the narrow streets to the citadel fortress on the edge of
the city, seventeen year old Chris was fascinated as he saw fierce
looking men in white robes, the noisy bazaar full of trinkets and
heard chanters sing to Allah from tall minarets. Most of his fellow soldiers were vagabonds and adventurers.
Chris was assigned to the horse regiment (which was
similar to light cavalry in America) and their mission was to ride
the border along Morocco to keep the Arabs, Berbers and
Bedouins from fighting with each other. These desert tribes
would attack like cyclones swinging their swords and riding fast
Arabian horses. They would hit and run and disappear in
clouds of dust like desert ghosts.
In the summer of 1870, the Franco-Prussian War broke
out between Germany and France and soldiers of German
descent were discharged from the Legion. Because he was legally a German citizen, Chris could have left but he hoped that
France would defeat Germany and force it to return Schlesvig to
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Denmark, so he stayed.
Unfortunately, he made a bad guess. His regiment
returned to France where he fought as an infantryman at the
Battle of Sedan against Germany because there were no horses
available. During the battle, the Germans fired a barrage of
shrapnel followed by a cavalry charge. Chris was wounded in
the ankle by the shrapnel fusillade. He thought it was broken
and was on his knees as the Germans galloped over the hill,
trampling everyone in their path and slashing with their sabers.
A blade caught Chris on the side of the head and knocked him
out.
When he woke up he was a prisoner of war and was sent
to a hospital in Schlesvig not far from his home. Because he was
fighting with the French, he could be considered to be a traitor.
This caused him many sleepless nights. Although his wounds
healed well, Chris, still only nineteen years old, was worried
because he knew he could be executed for treason so he made
plans to escape.
As he and his comrades were being sent to a prison
camp, Chris, in the confusion, limped down a hallway, out a
door into an alley and made his way to a friend of his father who
helped him get into Denmark. He was, however, an alien in his
own country. Paid spies were everywhere and, according to
international law, Danish authorities had to turn in an escaped
French soldier. He spent the whole time hiding in hay stacks and
sleeping in barns.
Chris finally caught a ship back to France. He couldn't
find his old regiment so he joined a band of irregulars who
performed terrorist acts against Germans. French peasants hid
them in barns and cellars where wine was plentiful. Chris wasn't
proud of himself but he had no place else to go. "I would have
qualified for membership as an Oklahoma outlaw," he said
many years later.
Finally, he found his old regiment and soon they were
shipped back to Algeria leaving the chaos of the
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Franco/Prussian War. He served five more years in the Foreign
Legion. Although he would have liked to go home, Chris felt
that he had no home to return to. He didn't want to be shot as
a traitor.
He went instead to Norway and got a job on a whaling
ship. Then, because he always got seasick, he became a surveyor for a railroad. He was now twenty-five years old and felt he
hadn't accomplished anything except a lot of fighting.
Then a Norwegian friend, who had been to America,
convinced Chris that's where he should go. With the money he
had saved, he bought a ticket and set sail in December 1875. He
never saw Denmark nor his parents again.
Chris landed in New York in January 1876, determined
that he would never fight anyone again. Instead of the streets
being paved with gold, Chris was surprised to discover that
everyone was looking for work. His savings were running out
fast and he ate his meals at a soup kitchen.
Much as he hated to, he hunted down the Army recruiting office and offered to enlist. There were over 100 applicants.
During his physical, the doctor didn't seem very impressed until
he saw the scar on his ankle. "Did you get that running away
from the police?" he asked. (Which may give some idea about
the sort of people who were applying.)
Chris replied that he received it during the Battle of
Sedan in the Franco-Prussian War. The doctor told the recruiting
officer who came to interview him and, out of the 100 applicants
that day, Chris was the only one taken.
He received orders to go West to join Custer's Seventh
Cavalry. Just before he left on the train, his orders were changed
to the Fifth Cavalry in Ft. Hays, Kansas.
Chris could hardly believe how big America was but he
finally arrived in Kansas. When he saw cowboys driving Texas
Longhorns to the railroad, he knew he was in den vilde vest.
There was a lull in Indian fighting at the moment so he
was assigned to Kitchen Police for a week. He was a little sur-
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prised to learn that K.P. was not protecting
the kitchen from theft but cutting wood and
washing dishes for the camp cook.
Next, he was assigned to cleaning
stables. One day the horses stampeded and,
while attempting to calm the panic-stricken
animals, he dislocated his shoulder which
resulted in several weeks in the hospital.
When he was discharged, he was
told to pick a horse. The other new recruits
had already chosen the best horses. There
were only some nags and a huge roan, 16
hands high, left. Chris was short and he had
a heck of a time mounting him when he had
all his equipment on but the roan was
strong and had good endurance. "Many's
the time I cussed him, but I later learned to
appreciate him."
In June 1876, the Fifth Cavalry, commanded by General George Crook, was
ordered to get to Wyoming without delay.
The Sioux, Cheyenne and Blackfeet had left
the reservation in defiance. There was
Theearliest existing photgoing to be a real Indian War.
graph of Chris Madsen.
Everyone, including the horses, was
Thisis how he looked in the
tarly days of his Indian
put on a special train. At the first stop, they
fightingas a member of the
fed and watered the horses and, while their
Fifthcavalry.
own food was cooking, a tornado came and
blew everything away. The soldiers didn't get to eat until they
got to Denver. Later, a cattle car caught fire and 27 horses perished. Then two soldiers were wounded in a gunfight so it was
a bad start. "It was only a taste of what was to come."
In Cheyenne, Buffalo Bill Cody joined them as official
Scoutfor the Fifth Cavalry. He stepped on the train still wearing
his theatrical costume complete with Mexican sombrero. He'd
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left his Wild West Show in Chicago where he had dramatically
announced to the audience that "Duty calls. I'm going where
there is a real war."
General Philip Sheridan needed the fifth Cavalry to
patrol the reservation boundaries to keep the remaining tribes
from joining the hostiles. An advanced scouting unit was
organized to determine where they were needed. Chris was in
this unit.
Chris traveled with Buffalo bill and the scouts and found
that he liked it. He learned wig-wag signaling and would signal
information back to headquarters. He began to appreciate his
big horse, who he named Deadly, who never tired, always stood
where he left him and Chris could shoot from his back and he
wouldn't flinch.
On June 17th, the main branch of the Fifth Cavalry under
Gen. Crook had reached the Rosebud River. They were attacked
by Crazy Horse and his warriors. Lt. John G. Bourke, an aide to
Gen. Crook, described the action: "The Sioux and Cheyenne
advanced in excellent style, yelling and whooping and glad of
the opportunity of wiping us off the face of the earth." Counter
attacks by other cavalry forces in conjunction with Shoshone
and Crow allies weakened the charge and forced the massed
Indian attack to falter. The fifth Cavalry lost 57 soldiers, killed or
wounded, not counting scouts and friendly natives. They
retreated back to an earlier camp on the Tongue River.
A few days later on June 25th, Brevet Major General
George A. Custer and the Seventh Cavalry were wiped out at
the Little Big Horn. If Chris had not been transferred to the Fifth,
his story might have ended there. Years later, when he visited
the battlefield, he found his name listed on a memorial as one
who died that day.
It took some time for Chris's unit to learn of these battles
because they were out scouting for Chief Yellow Hair (so called
because he carried a scalp of long golden hair) and his Cheyenne
who had crossed the boundary of the reservation and were
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rumored to be joining Sitting Bull. They were expected to cross
Warbonnet (Hat) Creek near today's town of Montrose,
Nebraska . Chris's unit marched two days and made a cold camp
behind some buttes near the creek. No fires were lighted and no
trumpet calls sounded .
It was here that the much debated event of Buffalo Bill's
killing of Yellow Hair (also called Yellow Hand) took place.
Chris was an eye witness to this event. He had risen before
dawn to get his signal flags and torches ready and stationed
himself on top of a butte where he would have a good view of
the crossing .
Buffalo Bill rode out saying to Chris that he was going to
locate the Indians. At dawn, he returned saying they were breaking camp and heading this way. Chris wig-wagged the message
to General Wesley Merrit in the camp below but the receiver
evidently misunderstood the message because no Cavalry
charge was mounted .
Chris could do nothing but watch tl:;lefollowing scenario
through his binoculars: The Black Hills Stagecoach was
approaching from the Southwest. The Cheyenne and their
families came from the Southeast. When the Indians saw the
stage, a number of warriors rode out to attack it. Chris could see
their heads above the chaparral as they rode along oblivious to
the Army camp. Yellow Hair and the rest of his tribe continued
toward the crossing.
Meanwhile, Buffalo Bill and a few scouts and troopers
started out as an advance party with Bill somewhat in the lead.
As he came around the butte, he and Yellow Hair met face to
face.they fired as soon as they saw one another. It sounded like
one shot. The Indian's bullet went wild and Bill's bullet went
through Yellow Hair's leg and killed his pinto pony. At the same
time, Bill's horsed stepped in a prairie dog hole and he jumped
clear as the horse fell. He kneeled and took deliberate aim as the
Indian again fired and missed . Bill's shot hit Yellow Hair in the
head and killed him. Bill then walked over and scalped him.
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There have been many debates and exaggerations about
the incident but this is the story told by Chris Madsen in his
autobiography, Four Score Years a Fighter, who was the only
real eye-witness. Buffalo Bill was much criticized but Chris said
he had no other choice.
Yellow Hair was the only casualty of the Hat Creek
engagement. The Cavalry charge finally came and 800
Cheyenne and Sioux headed back to the reservation and 2000
more were kept from leaving.
The unit then rode to the Tongue river to reinforce
General Crook. They made a stop at the Little Big Horn and
helped bury the bodies of the massacred soldiers. Their skulls
had been crushed by the Indian women who had stripped the
bodies of clothing and personal possessions.
From there the Fifth Cavalry moved north. Over two
thousand men with horses and wagons were strung out for
almost two miles. It was an impressive sight! Their orders were
to "Kill all Indians found off the Reservation". Of course, two
thousand soldiers were hard to miss and, except for seeing
occasional smoke signals, they saw none of the enemy.
It turned out that they were poorly supplied. General
Crook wanted his troops to travel light. "If the Indians can live
off the land, so can we." Their rations were hard tack, rancid
bacon, a little sugar and salt and roasted, but not ground, coffee.
They had to crush it between stones. Their only cooking utensils
were a tin cup and a spoon.
It began to rain and turned cold and the soldiers had
only one wet blanket each. They were exhausted, miserable and
many were ill. A few eager officers ordered the weary troops to
perform unnecessary drill on their tired mounts. According to
Madsen, it was the last straw for Buffalo Bill who told General
Crook that he was disgusted with his treatment of the men and
quit the march. As a result, Crook let the soldiers have a much
deserved rest for one week.
Then they were issued fifteen days rations and moved
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out toward the Little Missouri, north of the Balck Hills, which
they reached September fourth. Rain fell for days. They were
running out of food. Horses were dropping from exhaustion and
themen had to walk. Those that straggled behind were killed by
Indiansor committed suicide. The men began to eat their horses.
Thiscame to be called "The Starvation March (Campaign)"
Chris, as a Scout, had the opportunity to ride out and
forage.On September 8, he killed three antelope. He gave one to
thepost surgeon for the sick. Needless to say, he had many
friendsas he rode into camp but it takes a lot of antelopes to feed
2000men.
Another time, with his horse loaded down with four
antelopes, he accidentally rode into an Indian camp thinking it
was the military camp. It was raining and he had his blanket
overhis head so he couldn't see too well. Suddenly, bullets started
whining over his head. Thankfully, Indians were poor marksmenand he took cover in a ravine. While he was waiting for the
Indians to charge, the Second Cavalry suddenly rode up and
attacked the camp.
This was called the Battle of Slim Buttes. A heated firefight raged for several hours. Chris built a small breast-works
outof loose shale and fired from the ravine but he was a little too
far from the area of action for good shooting. "I watched a
handsome young brave riding up and down encouraging his
warriors. He was a magnificnet specimen much decorated with
feathers and paint. I fired but he disappeared over an embankment. I was not sure if I hit him or not. I've always hoped I
missed.He was too brave a warrior to kill."
Toward evening the firing ceased as the warriors abandoned the village leaving the women and children behind.
Therewas a big store of venison in the camp and the soldiers
hada good supper. Theat night Chris slept like a log on a huge
pileof buffalo robes. It was warm and soft and the best night's
sleepthat he'd had in months. In the morning, the Army took
thewomen and children prisoners and burned everything in the
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village, including the buffalo robes and other supplies, so that
they would be of no use to the warriors.
A few days later, Chris and his hunting partner Milner
were foraging. Milner found some wild apples. He ate his fill as
Chris rode up. Chris decided to gather a bag full to take along to
camp, so Milner rode on ahead. Chris heard some shooting and
thought Milner had found some game. He finished gathering
fruit and rode on and found Milner's body nearby stripped of
his clothing, scalped and eviscerated. In the distance some
Indians were riding away. Other soldiers rode up and they
buried Milner where he fell, hacking the grave out of the prairie
sod with their butcher knives.
This incident haunted Chris becaused he realized that, but
for a twist of fate, it could just as easily have been himself who
died so violently and unexpectedly after a lunch of wild apples.
Chris's Captain Bucky Rodgers wanted him to quit
foraging because he was afraid that he would be killed. Chris
was adamant that he continue. "There's no one to miss me if I
die," he said. Reluctantly the officer gave his permission.
One day Chris had picked off a fat prairie hen near the
Belle Fourche river. He found a small cave that contained a rusty
pan and some firewood, possible once a fur trapper's camp.
Chris still had a little salt and flour left and he was mighty
hungry. He cut up the hen and rolled it in the flour and salt and
a little river water and he had a stew "fit for a king." It's easy to
picture him sitting in there making himself hyggeligwith the firelight reflecting on his face. What were his thoughts? Did he
think of Denmark or his parents? Were his thoughts filled
with present dangers? Maybe he was just grateful to have a
full stomach.
The starving troops were approaching the Black Hills on
the first of October. Chris mentions that a lot of the soldiers were
out of city slums and may not have known much about horses
and wilderness survival because there were only eleven horses
fit to ride. One was Deadly because Chris always saw to it that
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the big roan had plenty of grass. The people in the Black Hills
heard of the soldier's plight and rushed out with food and drink
for them.
No accurate count was kept of the soldiers lost on this
Starvation March but Chris, who helped fill out the paper work,
said that 478 replacements came in to Custer City. That would be
one-fourth of the division.
Now the weather turned cold and they had no bedding
or cold weather gear. There was plenty of timber so, at night,
they built a huge fire, sewed gunny sacks together and huddled
together under the sacks. Another trick was to build small fires.
When they had burned down to ashes, they slept on the warm
ground. The soldiers were black with soot when they arrived at
Custer city.
They received supplies, fresh mounts and new uniforms
and rode south reaching Ft. Russell near Cheyenne by
Christmas. Here everyone was paid seven months wages in one
lump sum. The saloons were filled with soldiers that night but
Chris was probably not one of them because he didn't drink.
In the months following the Starvation Campaign, he
was stationed at Ft. Russell where he became company clerk. He
had become an excellent marksman and won several competitions. Gerneral Merritt approved a permit for Chris to be the
officialforager for the company.
On March 10, 1877, he was returning from a hunting trip,
when a terrific blizzard struck the area. He got back just in time
to gather in wood for the fire in the barracks. They went without
food for three days because they couldn't get to the mess hall.
Some tried to get to the stables to feed their horses and didn't
return. For nearly a month after the storm abated, they searched
for the bodies of the men who got lost. Chris said that, of all his
experiences, the anguish of trying to find those lost soldiers was
the most heart rending. Some of their bodies were found in the
spring only a few feet from the buildings. Mnay cattle and horses
also died in the ferocious storm.
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In the spring, Chris and his troop were to escort a pack
train of supplies to old Ft. Kearney in Buffalo, Wyoming, where
General Phil Sheridan happened to be. The general wanted to
see the battlefield where Custer was killed. When he learned
that Chris had helped bury the bodies, he was detailed to
accompany the General's party to the battlefield and point out
some of the things he had seen.
On the way back to Ft. Russell, Chris stopped at Lake De
Smet, South Dakota, where he killed ducks and geese by the
wagon load with a double-barreled shotgun that Captain
Rodgers had given him to use. Little did Chris dream that a few
years later Danish immigrants would homestead the land near
the lake and build two Danish churches - one in Badger and one
near Lake Norden. Also a family named Ingalls lived near Lake
De Smet for a time (from Little House on the Prairie fame).
Upon returning to Ft. Russell, he accompanied General
Merritt on a summer march west to the area which is now
Yellowstone National Park. They returned to Ft. Russell for the
winter.
The next spring, 1879, Chris was on a hunting trip.
Shortly after his return to camp, he became very ill with "mountain fever". He was confined to his tent wher~ he was treated by
a drunken contract doctor who prescribed 12 doses of quinine a
day. "The only reason I didn't die was because I hid it in my
blankets."
While General Merritt was out on patrol, the doctor took
the hospital tent for his own use and left the sick men to sleep
on the cold, bare ground. Two men died and Chris was barely
conscious when the General retuned. He was furious and had
Chris and two other sick soldiers taken to Ft. Reno to recuperate.
The summer was peaceful at Ft. Russell. there was cautious
optimism that the Indians were tired of fighting and wanted
peace. It was only the calm before another storm. On September
28, a company of soldiers was ambushed on patrol by the Utes
on Milk Creek in Colorado. Major Thornburg, the Commander,
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was one of the first killed. Under fierce fire, they hastily pulled
the wagons into a circle. Some scouts managed to sneak out
from a trench they had dug, steal some Indian ponies and ride
to Rawlings, Wyoming, to send a telegram to Command
Headquarters in Omaha about the company's plight.
Chris's outfit rolled out in the middle of the night. A
troop train was readied for their use and by midafternoon
reinforcements were on their way to Colorado. They left in such
a hurry that they had to leave tents and blankets behind. At
Rawlings, they fed and watered the horses, ate a breakfast of
hard tack and raw bacon and headed for Milk Creek to aid
their comrades .
Chris was picked to lead eight soldiers to try to get
past the hostiles and into the ambush spot to tell the · pinned
down troops that help was on its way. Two soldiers deserted
on the way.
The moon was bright but the air was thick with smoke
from the forest fires that the Indians had set to keep the soldiers
pinned down . Chris began to see bodies of soldiers and horses
so he knew they were getting close. Finally they spotted the
wagons with many rifles aimed at them . "Advance party of
Merritt's command!" shouted Chris and the others. The trapped
men let out a cry of joy that could be heard for miles.
About an hour later, the trumpeter sounding "Charge"
could be heard ringing through the forest. It was the sweetest
sound they'd ever heard. In fifteen minutes there was not a sign
of Indians anywhere.
The next three days were spent at the grisly task of
burying the dead. An additional sadness was recalled by Chris.
Deadly, his beloved roan who had passed out of his hands
after the Starvation March, had been ridden by a trooper in
Major Thornburgs' s unit and was among the animals killed by
the Indians.
They spent a month on mop-up operations in the area
and in mid-October it snowed. With no shelter or blankets, they
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were forced to dig into the snowbanks like gophers digging
holes in the ground. They made brush shelters for their horses
and spent all their time digging snow and looking for food for
themselves and their animals.
On cold nights they gave half the troops what extra clothing there was. they were to get close to the fire and try to sleep
while the other half marched up and down to keep warm. After
an hour, they switched and the first half tried to sleep while the
other marched. In this manner they spent the winter before they
managed to get back to Ft. Russell in the spring.
That summer was spent at the fort
in a leisurely manner. they had time for
marksmanship contests between companies. On one occasion the first prize was a
beautiful and expensive double-barreled
shotgun. Chris won it with a 600 yard shot.
(that's 1/3 of a mile!) He used the weapon
for many years until a wagon ran over it
and bent the barrels.
Chris was transfered to Ft. Laramie.
In 1883 there was much excitement.
President Chester Arthur was on his way
to visit the Yellowstone and Chris, because
he had been there before, was chosen to be
in charge of the advance unit for the
President and his party. They were to
create a road so that the President and his
Chris dressed as a Scout i11
party would have a comfortable trip.
1884 after wi1111inga Sharps
The outift consisted of a wagon
Rifle i11a Marsma11ship
Competition. (Age 34)
train of 20 six-mule teams and a detachment of 30 men in addition to the teamsters. They completed the road in six days and, when camp was
set up, Chris sent word back that all was ready. general
Sheridan, who was a member of the President's party, was so
pleased with Madsen that, when they arrived at camp, he sent

-40-

for him. Sheridan remembered Chris from their trip to the Little
BigHorn and introduced him to President Arthur. this was a big
honor for an enlisted man. Shortly after, Chris was promoted to
sergeant major, the highest rank attainable for an enlisted man.
The time at Yellowstone was very pleasant for everyone
involved. There were hunting and fishing parties and lots of
laughing and practical joking amid the nations' s finest scenery.
Imagine seeing that area in its primeval setting!
There are many more tales of Chris's 15 years in the
Cavalry.He was in on all of the campaigns against the Indians. He
helped round up Dull Knife and his people when they jumped
the reservation. He became friends with Chief Whirlwind of the
Cheyenne who died unexpectedly. The tribe asked him to be their
chief. Chris was honored but graciously declined.
In May 1885, Chris was reassigned to Ft. Riley, Kansas, as
quartermaster sergeant. Half of the U.S. Army was stationed there
to keep the Cheyenne and Arapaho from leaving the reservation.
Soon General Nelson Miles personally sent him a telegram
to report to him at a post near New Kiowa. When he arrived,
Miles explained that the Fort's financial records were in total
disarray and "If anyone can get them straightened out, you can."
It took Chris several months to get the finances in order
and he went back to Ft. Riley where he was arrested for being
absent without leave. Madsen wired the General of his plight. "I
don't know what the General wired back but within an hour I
was released."
It was Christmas at Ft. Riley. A big formal Christmas Ball
was planned. All the young ladies from the area were invited.
There was a problem. The young soldiers could fight but they
couldn't dance. The Commonding Officer ordered "Give them
dancing lessons!"
There was a frantic search for a dancing instructor. Who
could dance? It appears Sgt. Major Madsen knew how to waltz.
''Teachthe men to dance so they won't make fools of themselves!"
came the order form on high.
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Picture the scenaric. Soldiers lined up in the mess hall.
They sound off by two. Ones turn around and face twos and
stand in the waltz position . . . . . One-two-three. One-twothree." I wonder if they smiled at the situation?
The night of the ball arrived. The soldiers, dressed in
their best uniforms, were self-conscious. The young ladies in
their loveliest gowns entered the transformed mess hall. The
military band began to play. Chris, handsome in his sergeant
major's dress uniform, watched produly as his men shyly
crossed the room and invited the young ladies to dance.
As he surveyed the room, his heart nearly stopped beating.
There she was ...... the most beautiful creature he'd ever seen.
Chris asked her to dance and they glided across the floor. Her
name was Margaret Morris, daughter of an early Kansas settler,
who was a strict and protective father. He was not impressed
with a soldier seeing his daughter.
The first time he came to call, Chris brought along a gift
that he had requisitioned from the mess hall - a jar of olives. It
was the General's private stock. Chris had never tasted one but
they must be good if the General liked them. Maggie opened the
jar and they tasted them and looked at each other in disbelief.
Mr. Morris tasted one and spit it out with a roar, "Are you
trying to poison us?" That was nearly the end of the courtship
before it got started.
Maggie's father soon realized that Chris was a fine
young man and the couple was married in 1887. They had two
children named Marian and Christian Reno.
A soldier's pay of $29 a month was not enough to sustain
a family. They really did mean it in those days: "If the Army
wanted you to have a family they would have issued you one."
So, after 15 years, he left the Army in 1891.
He was offered a job as Deputy United States Marshal by
Marshal Wm. Grimes who had sought his help previously to
decipher government red tape. He took the job at $250 a month.
Now he built a house and farm on some land near El Reno,
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Oklahoma, which he had homesteaded as a Sooner. He was
now forty years old. For the first time since he was a boy, he had
a home.
It was out of the frying pan into the fire. Instead of
Indians, it was thieves, murderers, whiskey peddlers, train
robbers and claim jumpers. "When I think back on Oklahoma
territory, it seems like a slaughter house," Chris said.
I've already mentioned the two other lawmen, Bill
Tighlman and Heck Thomas, who were his great compadres and
they rode many trails together. Once Chris and Thomas were
after three whiskey peddlers who sold firewater to the Indians.
They asked some braves to help track them down and promised
them a drink of whiskey when they caught them. Chris and
Heck decided to wait and capture them in the morning. The
Indians wanted to capture them "NOW". Chris told them to go
to sleep.
In the morning the Indians were gone. Chris soon
found them. They had captured the whiskey peddlers during
the night, handcuffed them together and were drinking
the evidence.
Another time Chris was in a town where there was a
barroom brawl among some cowboys. He was asleep in his
hotel room when the citizens knocked on his door and asked
him to put an end to the fighting. He dressed and went over to
the saloon where he knocked one out with his pistol, decked
another one with his huge fist, shot a third through the chin and
marched them all three over to the jail.
The next day the rancher heard what had happened to
his cowboys and rode into town threatening to "kill th~t
marshal" Chris told him to "Get back on your horse and ride out
of town or there'll be a killing and it won't be me ...... Let me
hear you gallop." (Try that with a Danish accent.) The rancher
saw no hesitation in Chris, mounted his horse and trotted out of
town without a backward glance.
The biggest trouble makers in the territory were the
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Dalton and Doolin gangs who robbed trains. The four Dalton
brothers, Bob, Grat, Bill and Emmett, were "Robinhood-type"
outlaws who felt justified in their crime spree because once Bob
and Grat had served as deputy marshals for a year and never
got paid.
They started their criminal careers in New Mexico while
watching a high stakes faro game. Broke and a little drunk, they
speculated how easy it would be to take the money. Before they
knew it, they had done just that. They escaped from the posse,
laughed with relief as adrenalin provided a rather pleasant high
and headed for California. That was the beginning.
After a successful train holdup in California, they
returned to Oklahoma where they knew the country better.
Their first big holdup was the Texas Express and they made a
clean getaway.
Chris's assignment was to catch the Daltons. He worked
with some railroad detectives who said they were watching Bill
Dalton. Chris said they couldn't be because he'd just seen him
up in Kansas. The detectives wouldn't believe him but, years
later, Bill told Chris how he knew he was being watched so he
had pulled a switch. Everyday he wore a loud suit and took a
buggy ride around town or went on a picnic. After a few days, a
look-alike wore the suit and rode around in the buggy. While the
detectives watched the "suit", Bill took the train to Kansas.
In June of 1892, the Daltons, Doolins and 3 others
planned a holdup of the train at Red Rock. Chris was in the
lobby of a hotel in Kingfisher when Bill Dalton sauntered up to
him and began a conversation. After a while, he looked at his
pocket watch and said, "Oh, my. It's 10 o'clock. I'd better go
home to bed." He left.
The next day, Chris received a telegram that the train had
been robbed at 10 PM by the Dalton gang and they got away
with $50,000. Chris went right over to Bill Dalton and accused
him. "I was with you last night," said Bill full of innocence. Even
though Chris Knew he'd been set up, there was nothing he

-44-

could do. Bill had an alibi.
Train security increased and the easy pickings were over
for the Daltons . They decided to switch to banks and decided on
a double robbery in two banks in Coffeyville, Kansas. This was
a disaster from the beginning because they were recognized as
they rode into town. While they were in the banks, the town's
people armed themselves and surrounded them. When they
came out, the shooting started. Within 10 minutes Bob and Grat
Dalton, two other outlaws and four citizens were killed. Emmett
was wounded but survived.
Again Bill Dalton had been used as a "spotter" by the
gang to keep an eye out for the law's activity. He wandered into
Chris's office just as a telegram arrived telling about the death of
his brothers. It was a terrible shock for Bill.
That was the end of the Dalton gang. Bill joined the
Doolin gang and was later killed in a holdup. The Doolins now
emerged as the new premier holdup gang and Bill Doolin was
dubbed "King of the Outlaws".
For over half a year they gave the marshals a merry
chase. Marshal Nix summoned Chris and ordered him to "Clean
up the Doolins once and for all. Kill, capture or drive them out
of the country." The attorney general even allotted a sizeable
sum of money for the operation.
Chris sent for Bill Tighlman and Heck Thomas and they
laid their plans. Chris sent his brother-in-law Ed Morris, who
was unknown to the gang, and some deputies, disguised as
cowboys, to set up a camp in Doolin Territory to see if they
could sniff out where their hideout was. A dug-out, where
several of the gang lived, was soon discovered.
One by one, Chris, Tighlman and Heck drifted into camp.
Their weapons were hidden in a cowboy chuck wagon. Under
cover of darkness, the posse surrounded the dugout. Heck
Thomas called for them to come out with their hands up. The
gang refused. When he threw a stick of dynamite on the roof,
they changed their minds and came out one by one and were
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handcuffed. Soon eight outlaws were their prisoners . Although,
all were wanted by the law, none was a leader of the gang . The
Doolins had slipped out hours earlier. The well-laid trap had
failed.
It was Bill Tighlman who finally captured Bill Doolin. He
was confined to the Federal Prison in Guthrie but four years
later he escaped. This time Heck Thomas found him and
finished him off with a shotgun blast.
As has been mentioned before, Chris was good at the red
tape of government paper work. In 1896, Marshall Joe Shelby, a
former Confederate General but not much when it came to
paperwork, was in trouble over in Kansas City. An Inspector
had audited his books and advised him to hire an expert to
straighten out his records.
Chris was promised a promotion if he would take the
job. This came at a time when Maggie was ailing so they moved
from the farm to Kansas City and for the first time in his life he
had a white collar, 9 to 5 job and was able to spend more time
with his family. His children were now seven and six years old.
That winter, Marshall Shelby was on an inspection trip
when he caught a severe cold but refused to go to bed. He was
sick for several months and died in February 1897.
Chris and Maggie attended the elaborate funeral which
took place at a distant town. On the way back home, Maggie
became ill. The next day she had a severe hemorrhage in her
lungs. The Doctor said she had TB and should get out of the
smoky city air. So Chris took her back home to El Reno but he
had to return to work in Kansas City.
Maggie's health deteriorated and, around Christmas,
Chris resigned his job to be with her and his children. She died
in May 1898. This was a difficult time for Chris. He had spent all
his savings on medical bills. The worst of it was, he had no idea
of how to be a parent. Though he loved them, he had never been
around children and did not know what to do.
A few days after the funeral, he got a telegram from Col.
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Leonard Wood to come to San Antonio to take a job as quartermaster sergeant for a little war that was shaping up in Cuba.
They were organizing a group called the Rough Riders.
"I can't go," he wired back. "There's no one to take care
of my children." Col. Wood persisted and Chris began to
seriously look around. A childless couple took the children so on
May 29, 1898, Chris caught the train for San Antonio. This
couple raised the children as their own with Chris visiting them
frequently, sort of like a benevolent uncle.
The Commanding Officer was a hearty individual
named Roosevelt. Chris knew the ropes and helped him get
supplies that others couldn't get and Teddy was very grateful.
They loaded a train in San Antonio and unloaded it in Tampa
where Chris was reunited with many of his old Army comrades.
Tampa turned out to be a bad camp site becaue it was
very swampy and men began coming down with malaria.
Seventy-five percent of the men, who later drew medical
disability pay, contracted malaria in Tampa.
America was ill prepared for war and supplies were still
arriving when the troops sailed for Cuba. On June 22, Chris
landed the first supplies in Cuba. He began to feel ill and feverish
and was diagnosed with malaria but continued to work.
A month later, the War was nearly over and the troops
and supplies began to return. Chris was feeling better and
helped supervise the return of property but then had a
relapse on July 26th. He was discharged and returned to
Oklahoma to recuperate. He weighed 200 pounds when he left
and had lost 80 pounds. His children didn't even recognized
him. He was bedridden for three months and had to learn to
walk all over again.
It was eight months before he was able to go back to
work as a deputy marshal. He was assigned out west in Indian
territory in a place called Chicasha. The first night he was there,
he was visited by a policemen who handed Chris a fat wad of
bills that he could keep if he'd let everything continue as it was.
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He was furious at the policeman and threw him and the
money out.
The opening of the territory to settlement had brought
in 100,000 people looking for land or a fast buck. There were a
lot of people, including the law, who were taking advantage of
the situation.
He was kept busy riding herd on boot leggers, gamblers
and prostitutes. He acquired a Krag-Jorgenson rifle, which was
small but would shoot through 48 inches of wood. He knew this
because once a drunken doctor was causing a commotion in the
street. Chris went to subdue him but the doctor hid behind a big
cottonwood tree and would' t come out. "I'll shoot," warned
Chris . The doctor said he couldn't get him behind the tree. Chris
fired above the doctor's head and the bullet went all the way
through the thick tree. The doctor came out. The tree was 48
inches in diameter.
Another time a bootlegger escaped down an alley. Crhis
told him to halt and then shot the running man in the leg. The
wound shouldn't have been fatal but the man died that night
from shock. After a few such displays of marksmanship with the
powerful weapon, he was dubbed "The Trigger Marshal"
The notorious train robber Al Jennings was captured and
sentenced to life in the penitentiary in Columbus, Ohio. Chris
was chosen to escort him on the long train ride. They talked a lot
and Chris was convinced that he wasn't the desperado that he
pretended to be.
Four years later, Jennings was pardoned and returned to
Chickasha, in the middle of the night, broke and hungry. He
knocked on Chris's door and begged for a quarter. Chris gave
him five dollars. Jennings went on to become a politician, an
evangelist and later made movies with Emmett Dalton who had
also been pardoned.
After he left Chickasha, Chris was promoted to Chief
Deputy Marshal and served in the capacity when Oklahoma
became a state in 1907. For the next 10 years, he had mostly desk
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jobs. A Marshal was a politically appointed position and served
at the will of the President. When the Democrats came into
power, he resigned before he was fired.
As I've mentioned, Emmett Dalton and Al Jennings went
into the film business. They made a movie not long after the first
movie, "The Great Train Robbery", was made. It was called
"Last Stand of the Dalton Boys" and glorified the outlaws.
Bill Tighlman and Chris thought the truth should be told
so they made their own movie, "The Passing of the Oklahoma
Outlaw", and traveled around the country showing it and lecturing. One of the stars in their movie and a partner in the project was Quanah Parker. the famous half-white Comanche chief.
Unfortunately, this film has been lost.
President Teddy Roosevelt
was so delighted with the film made
by his old comrades in arms from the
Rough Rider Days that he invited
Chris and Bill to a reception at the
White House. Flabbergasted, they
accepted but had nothing to wear
except string ties and flannel shirts.
They met up with their old friend Bat
Masterson, now a sportswriter in Chris Madsen, the famous deputy
marshal of the Oklahoma and
New York City. He told them they lndain territories, attired for a
weren't formal enough and took them receptio11at the White House.
to a shop where they bought tuxedos and high topped hats.
Bat laughed till he cried. Chris couldn't keep his shirt
down and asked for a tent stake. Bill's stand-up collar choked
him. He said it reminded him of some neck-tie parties back
in Dodge.
They had their pictures taken and entered the White
House with awe. I can picture these two friends from the plains
of Oklahoma trying to blend into the scenery. Bill was talking to
a British deplomat when Chris walked up. He introduced Chris
as "the new ambassador from Denmark." Chris played his part
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to perfection and everybody called him "Your Highness." The
old boys had a wonderful time.
When Warld War I came, Chris was given a commission
as a major but he was in his sixties and decided to turn it down.
His son Christian Reno became an Army engineer and carried
on the Madsen military tradition.
In 1924 Chris then aged seventy-three applied for the job
of a security guard in the federal reserve bank in Oklahoma City.
Mr. Daniel looked at the stocky gentleman with white hair who
walked with a slight limp and wondered if this was the same
man whose fantastic resume lay on his desk.
"Can he handle the job?" Daniel asked the man who had
recommended him.
''Why, he'll be as much protection as all the other guards
rolled into one," answered Madsen's friend.
They decided to test all the guards on their marksmanship in the soundproof target range in the basement of the bank.
All took careful aim and fired at the target 71 feet away. Chris
just lifted the firearm and fired all six shots in rapid succession.
All six shots were bunched in the bull's eye. Chris got the job
and worked there for more than a year.
Heck Thomas died from a bad heart in 1912. Bill
Tighlman was killed in 1924 by a lawman on the take in
Cromwell, Oklahoma, Chris was honorary pall bearer.
Chris tried retirement but he found it unbearable. In 1927
he became a bailiff of the federal court and held that job until
1933 when he retired at the age of 82.
He was 85 when he and the reporter Harold Mueller
worked on the story of his life for "The Daily Oklahoman" in
1935.
In his latter years, as his eyesight dimmed, he lived with
his daughter Marion Durr. He walked downtown everyday and
visited at the sheriff's office and then the marshal's office.
World War II and the invasion of little Denmark had
angered Chris and he wanted very much to "see Hilter get
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what's coming to him" He didn't quite get to see it. One day, in
the winter of 1944, he fell and broke his hip and died a few days
later at the age of 93. Certainly he was a Dane in the Wild West
of whom we can all be proud.
THEEND
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